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The lifeand dea th of %ichardthefecond. 

A glorious Angell 


Scena Secunda. 


Drums: Elonrtfb.and Colours, 

Enter Richard^AumerleXarlile^nd Soxldicrs. 

Rich. Barkloughly Caftje call you this at hand ? 
Ah. Yca,my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
Aftcryqur hte tofling on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich. Needs muft I Lke it well : Iwcepcforioy 
To Itand vpon rny.Kingdorne once againe. 
Deere EarthJ doe falutc £n'ee with my hand, 
Though Rebels wound thee with their Herfcs hoofes : 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 
Playes fondly with her teares,and fmilcs in meeting ; 
So weeping,fmiling,grcet I tbec my Earth, 
And doc thee fauor with my Royall hands. 
Feed not thy Soucraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy Swcctes,comfort his rauenous fence: 
But let thy Spiders, that fuck vp thy Venomc, 
And heauie-gated Toades lye in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the trecherous fcete, 
Which with vfurping fteps doe trample thee. 
Yeeld flinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; 
And when they from thy Bofome pluck a Flower, 
Guard it I prcthee with a lurking Adder, 
Whofe double tongue may with a mortal! touch 
Throw death vpon thy Soucraignes Enemies. 
Mock not my fenceJefle Comuration, Lords ; 
This Earth fhali haue a feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prouearmcd Souidierj,ere her Natiue King 
Srull falter vndcr foule Rebellious Armo. 

dr.Fearc not my Lord,that Power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King,in fpight of all. 

Aum. He meanes,my Lord, that we are too remiflV, 
V$\\\\& r Btillingbrooke through our fecuritie, 
Growes ftroQg and great, in fubftance and in friends. 

Rich. Difcomfortable Coufin.kno welt thou not, 
That when the fcarching Eye of Heauen is hid 
Behind the Glcbe,that lights the lower World, 
Then Theeues and Robbers raunge abroad vnicene, 
In Murthers and in Out-rage bloody here : 
But when fro^ni ynder this Tcrreftriall Ball 
He fires the prowd tops of the Eafterne Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through eif ry guiltie hole, 
Then Murthers,Treafons,and detefted finnes 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from orYtheir backs) 
Stand bare and naked,trembling at themfelues* 
So when this Thcefe, this Traytor 7$ull/ngbroolg f 
Who all this while hath reuell'd in the Night, 
Shall fee vs riling in our Thronc,the Eaft, 
His Trcafons will fit blufhing in his face, 
Not able to endure the fight of Day ; 
But felfe-affrightcd, tremble at his finne. 
Not all the W ater in the rough rude Sea 
Can wafh theBalme from an anoynted King; 
The breath of worldly men cannot depofe 
The Dcputie elected by'the Lord : 
For euery man that Bnttwgbrookehzih preft, 
To lift fhrcwd Steele againft our Golden Crowne, 
Heauen for his Richard hath in heaucnly pay 


then if Angels fight 
Weake men mult fall,for Heauen (till g Ua yl L 

Enter Salary. * Sther ^ 
Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your P 

Salvsb . Nor neere,nor farther off, my g rac - ° Wer J 
Then this weake arrne ; difcomfort guides rT?° U * ^° r * 
And bids nae fpeake of nothing but defpair/.' 0 ^*, 
One day too late J fcare (my Noble Lord) ° ; 
Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Earth • 
Oh call backe Yefterday,bid Time rcturne 
And thou malt haue twelue thoufand fightin 

To dav.ro dav.vnhannip rlav rnrk lar» » ° r 


5 men: 


To day,to day,ynhappie day too late 

OrcthrowesthyIoyes,Fricnd3,Fortune,anclthv^ 
For all the Welchmcn hearing thou wert dead ' 
Are gone to ^«///^r^%difperft,and fled * 
Aum. Comfort my Liege, why lookes y 0UrGr< 


pale? " I "'^racej 

rRjch. But now the blood of t wentie thoufanH 
Did triumph in my face,and they are fled 1 
And till fo much blood thither come againe 
Haue I not reafon tolookepale,anddcad? * 
All Soulcs that will be fafc, flye from my ficfe 
For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. * 
cs4um. Comfort my Lieg^remember who vo 
Rtcb. Ihadforgotmyfelfe. AmlnotKiJ? 
A wake thou fluggard Maieftie,thou fleepefl : !- 
Is not the Kings Name fortic thoufand Rimes 5 
Arme,arme my Name : a pnnie fubiedt ftrikes ' 
At thy great glory. Lookcnot to the ground 
Ye Fauorites of a King: are wee not hiohf 
High be our thoughts : I know my VnckleTW* 
Hath Powerenough to ferue our turne* 
But who comes here i Znter Scroope. 

Scroope. More health and happincfle betide my ti C o e 
Then can my care-tun'd tongue deliuer him. b 

Rich. Mine eare is open,and my heart prepared; 
The worft is woildly lofle 5 thou canft vnroM: 
Sayjs my Kingdome loft? why 'twas my Ca;e: 
And whatloffeisit to be rid of Care? 
Striues Buftivgbrooke to be as Great as wee i 
Greater he fhall not be : If hee ferucGod, 
Wee'l ferue him too,and be his Fellow fo. 
Reuol t our Subiects? That we cannot mend, 
They breake their Faith to God,as well as vs : 
Cry Woe,Dcftru£ion,Ruine,LofTe,Decay, 
The worft is Dca th,and Death will haue his day. 

Scroope. Glad am I,thac your Highneffe is foarsn'd 
To bearc the tidings of Calamine. 
Like an vnfeafonsble ftormie day, 
Which make thcSilucr Riuers drowne their Shores, 
As if the World were all diffolu'd to teares : 
Sohigh,abouehis Limits,fwells the Rage 
Of ' hu'litgbrooke, couering your fearefull Land 
With hard bright Stecle,and hearts harder then Steele: 
White Beares haue arm'd their thin and haiiclefle Scalps 
Againft thy Maieftie,and Boyes with Womens Voyces, 
Striue to fpeake biggc, and clap their female ioints 
In ftiffe vnwieldie Armcs : againft thy Crowne 
Thy very Beadf-men learnc to bend theirBowes 
Of double farall Eugh : againft thy State 
Yea DiftafTe- Women manage ruftie Bills: 
Againft thy Seat both young and old rcbell, 
And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

Rich. Too well,too well thou tell'ft a Tale foill. 
Where is the Earie of Wiltihirc?wbere tsjBagrti 

What is. become of Hufhie} u-here is Greene ? 

r That 
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VTt-me let the dangerous Enemie 

Meafu S their heads dull pay for it. 
I vvatram j . m8£ , e with hjm indcc de ( ffiy 


l ° td hOh VilIains,Vipers,damn'd without redemption, 
& ..fiivwoontofawneonanyman, 


Snakes inwy qm wot{ - e thcn {u(iM 


' ca fji y woon to tawne on any man, 
Dogg • mv heart blood warm'd, that (ting my heart, 

Thrc 

ftiS^^ for this offenc , c - 

C I S weet Loue(I fee) changing his propertie, 
,„ es to the fowrcft,and moft deadly hate : 
vncurfe their Soules ; their peace is made 
u ea ds,and not with Hands: thofc whom you curfc 
T\ felt the worft of Deaths deftroying hand, 
JSlycfulI low,grau'd in the hollow ground 


fumes 
Ag aine 


Scroope. Yea. all of them atBriftow loft their heads. 
Am Where is theDuke my Father with his Power? 
Rich ' No matter where ; of comfort no man fpeake : 
Let's talke of Graues,of Wormcs.and Epitaphs, 
Make Duft our Paper, and with Raynie eyes 
Write Sorrow on the Bofome of the Earth. 
Let's chufe Exccutors,and talke of Wills : 
And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath, 
Sauc our depofed bodies to the ground 9 
Our Lands,our Liues,and all arc Bullingtreokes, 
And nothing can we call our owne,but Death, 
And that fmall Modell of the barren Earth, 
Which femes as Pafie,afld Couer to our Bones : 
For Hcauens fake let v s fit vpen the ground, 
And tell fad Tories of thc death of Kings : 
How fomc haue been depos'd, fome flaine in warre, 
Some haunted by thc Ghofts they haue deposed, 
Some poyfon'd by their Wiues,fomc fleeping kill'd, 
Ail murthcr d. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall Temples of a King, 
Kcepes Death his Court,and there thc Antique fits 
Scoffing his State,and grinning at his Pompe, 
Allowing him a breath.a little Scene, 
To Monarchiz.e,be fear'd,and kill with lookes, 
Infufinghim with felfc and vaine conceit, 
As if this Refb,which walls about our Life, 
Were BralTe impregnable : and humor'd thus, 
Comes at the laft,and with a little Pinne 
Bores through his Caftle Walls,and farwell King, 
Couer your hcads,and mock not flefli and blood 
With folemne Reuerence : throw away Refpeft, 
Tradition,Fonr.c,and Ceremonious dutie, 
Foryou haue but miftooke me all this while : 
I liue with Bread like you, feele Want, 
TafteGriefe,need Friends ; fubieclcd thus, 
How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 
CarlMy Lord,wife men ne're waile their prcfent woes, 
But prefently preuent the wayes to waile : 
To fcare the Foe,fmce feare opprefleth ftrength, 
Giues in your weakenerTe,ftrength v nto your Foe ; 
Feare^artd be flaine^no worfe can come to fight, 
Andfight and die,is deadi deftroying death, 
Where fearing,dying,payes death ieruile breath. 

Aum. My Father hath a Power 3 enquire of him, 
And learn; to make a Body of a Limbc. 
-fo'^.Thou chid'ft me welhproud 'Bullingbroeke I come 


To change Blowes with thee/or our day of Doome 2 
This ague 6t of feare is ouer-blowne, 
An eafie taske it is to winnc our owne. 
Say SVr00/><r,where lyes our Vnckle with his Power ? 
Spcake fwectly man,although thy lookes be fo wre, 

Scroope. Men iudge by thc complexion of thc Sfcie 
Thc ftatc and inclination of the day ; 
So may you by my dull and heauie Eye : 
My Tongue hath but a heauierTale to fay : 
I play theTorturcr 3 by fmall and fmali 
To lengthen out the worft.that muft be fpoken. 
Your Vnckle Torke is ioyn'd with Bufongbroohe, 
And all your Northerne Caftles yeelded vp, 
And all your Southerne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his Faclion. 

BJch. Thouhaftfaid enough. 
Beflirew thee Coufm,which didft lead me forth 
Of that fwcet way I was in,to defpaire : 
What fay you now ? What comfort haue we now 5? 
By Heauen lie hate him euei laftingly, 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Goe to Flint Caftle,there He pine away, 
A King, Woes ftaue, fhall Kingly Woe ob;y : 
That Power I haue,diicharge,and let 'cm goe 
To eare the Land,that hath fome hope to grow. 
For I haue none. Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, for counfaile is but vaine. 
Awm. My Liege,one word. 
Rich. He does me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the.flatteries of his tongue, 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence away, 
From Richards Night, to Buhngbrookes faire Day. 

Exeunt* 


Scma Tertia. 


Enter with Drum avd Colours ^BuUingbr '&ok*, 
Torhe.Nonhmiberiand, Attendants. 

"Bull. So that by this intelligence we learne 
Thc Welchmen are difpcrs'd,and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the King,who lately landed 
With fome few priuate friends, vpon this Coaft. 

North. The newes is very faire and good,my Lord, 
Richard,noi farre from hcnce,hath hid his head. 

Torks It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King Richard: alack thc heauie day, 
When fuch a facrcd King fhould hide his head. 

North. Your Grace miftakes : oncly to be bricfe, 
Left I his Title out. 

fork. The time hath becne, 
Would you haue bcene fo briefe with him,he would 
Haue beene fo briefe with you,to fhorten you, 
For taking fo thc Head,your w hole heads length. 

'BulL Miftake not (Vnckle) farther then you fhould. 

Twit. Take not(good Coufin)farther then you fhould 
Leaft you miftake the Hcauens arc ore your head. 

Bull. I know it(Vnckle)and oppofe not my fclfc 
Againft their will. But who comes here ? 

Enter Vercie. 

Welcome Harry: what, will not this Cafllc yeeld? 

Per. Thc Caftle royally is mann'dimy Lord, 
Againft thy entrance. 

tSrtL Roy 


